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The Shell of the Lobster
[3rd April, 2340]
I HAD visited that part of the line a long time
previously. I remembered the stark simplicity of
the countryside: the background a line of naked
wood, pale trunks reaching up to a heavy sky.
That will be where the enemy will come from/ the
Colonel had said. And then, as far as the eye could
see, the clayey plain, red, rich and damp, almost
unwaveringly flat.
Yesterday I went back there and the change was
astounding. This countryside that had been so
empty, was now just one immense mason's yard.
A little behind the line of casemates a line of pill-
boxes had arisen, finished and complete. And still
further back, in the plain, countless little cement
citadels were springing up with an amazing rapidity.
First there was just a cavity in the clay. Shortly, the
metal prongs that were to form the armature pointed
upwards. At this stage the blockhouse looks like a
cage. Then wooden moulds traced the lines of the
walls and the embrasures. It was into these moulds
that the cement that the sappers and infantrymen
were preparing near by would be poured.